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Author's Notes: 
Well now. This was begun long, long ago.. and with Journeyman completed, and Spansex off the WIP list | 
thought I'd have a go at clearing this one too. 


Thanks must go to Fiendy-who never (damn her) let me forget that | had this lurking forgotten in a WIP 
folder! 


For all you Pan fans-enjoy! 


Widest Dreams 


Late summer, the air profound with the fragrance of linden blossom and drowsy with the sound of bees in the 
rose garden, making their last busy visit before returning to their hives as the sun went down. Golden light 
hung heavy across the neat lines of the rose bushes, weighty with blossom, tangling in the summer lushness 
of the herb garden and streaking great lanes of shadow through the dense evergreen hedges, across the 


lawns. 


Lights began to flicker on amongst the trees in the orchard, the branches loaded with unripe fruit of their 
own as well as the alien gleam of the man made decoration weighing them down. Shadows deepened, more lights 
began to make their presence felt; twinkling white, blue, green, red amongst the foliage, ropes of sparkle that 
draped the yew hedges and ornate lanterns decorating the lindens nearer the house. The last peach stripes in 
the west made a pretty contrast to the deepening blue-purple of the sky, and the scents of the riotous 


garden became even more intense as the air turned moist with evening. 
Smoke from freshly lit fires - a fragrant wood smoke, redolent with lighter notes of charcoal and herbs - 
began to weave its way through the bravely lit trees and hedges, and Steve looked at his creation and grinned. 
Not quite the Summerlands, but not bad for Essex. 
"Nice," said Bruce, taking a long pull from his beer and admiring the set up. 
"Ta," replied his friend, nudging him with his elbow. "Now, you gonna stop staring at it and get changed or wot?" 
Bruce laughed. "Good job it's a warm evening. You have seen what l'm going to be wearing?" 
Steve groaned, covering his eyes while he laughed. "Gawd, it's not too obscene is it?" 
Bruce chuckled, patting Steve on the shoulder as he strolled back into the kitchen "Define obscene." 

~ Kew 
Guests began to arrive, sweeping from their cars in a riot of bright coloured costume, much laughter and the 
odd curse as unfamilar hems were tripped over and accessories tangled in doorframes. Steve, now resplendent 
in his own costume, greeted his quests with a laugh and a glass of wine, not always in that order. Rod, from 
top to toe a Victorian gentleman except for the black silk mask that covered his eyes, roared when he saw 
him. 
"Jesus Steve, what happens if you bend down in them trousers?" 


"| dunno mate, but | don't want Bruce standin' behind me when | find out..." 


Dave and Janick turned up together after a gaggle of friends from the record label had been admitted and 


admired, tumbling out of a taxi with their wives in a flurry of coloured silks. Dave's wizard outfit was spangled 


and bright, clashing horribly with the reds and yellows of Janick's jester, all trailing sleeves and bells; their 
masks were ornate, and their companions were magnificent in sweeping skirts, corsets and artfully piled 
hairstyles. Steve laughed as Dave poked Janick's backside with his wand, earning a thump from the jester's own 


stick and a rattle of bells. 

"Christ, you two having a contest of trousers?" 

"l'm not wearing trousers," Janick reminded Dave as Steve chuckled. Sure enough, his hose were heavier than 
tights but could in no way be qualified as britches; the old spandex stage outfits sprang to Steve's mind as he 
shook his head and ushered them inside, although the spandex had jingled rather less. The codpiece was 
impressive, he had to admit, although having bells on it may prove to be a little unwise in the long run. Try 
sneaking into anybody's bedroom wearing that thing. 

"Where's Bruce?" asked Dave, waving his wand in a cheerful mamer at the increasing throng. 


"Out back somewhere. | still haven't seen his costume." 


Dave and Janick abandoned their wives and set off in search of their friend, their bright clothes making them 
appear to flit like butterflies across a garden of shimmering silks. 


Adrian was next, patiently waiting his turn behind yet another flock of costumed friends from elsewhere in the 
industry. He winked at Steve, cocking an eyebrow as he swept his gaze over the skintight leather. 


"Don't you start. Nice outfit, mate." 


H puffed his chest out, laughing as Steve bowed gallantly over his wife's hand, kissing the knuckles and shooting 
her a very direct glance that made her blush. 


"Don't make me get my sword out," snorted Adrian, directing a mock-fierce glare at his friend. His outfit was 
in the Musketeer cast; loose britches, bucket top boots and an ornate satin doublet with slashed sleeves, all 
completed with huge feathered hat and a slender rapier. Steve eyed it with a lopsided grin 

"You'll have to get Bruce to show you how to use that thing properly.” 

"Not bloody likely, he'd beat the shit out of me. Where is he, by the way?" 

A roar of laughter and several squeals were heard from the distant garden 


"Back there..?" 


The Smiths set off in search of Bruce, and when Steve turned back to the courtyard he stumbled back a pace, 


swearing under his breath in shock. For before him stood Death Himself... 


"| said it was a stupid idea," snapped a woman's voice, and Steve shook himself out of his daze. He recognised it, 


right enough; Jennifer, Nicko's missus. Which meant that the looming apparition before him had to be-- 
“Ere mate, you alright?" 


Sure enough, Nicko's broad face was revealed when the hood was pulled back and the bone white, skeletal mask 
lifted. Jennifer rushed to Steve's side, taking his arm and peering into his face with concern. Her outfit was a 
more muted version of Nicko's; she bore a white-handled sword at her hip and looked - Steve thought as he 
gave her a grateful hug - positively edible. She chuckled as she noted his gaze roaming to her cleavage, and 


elbowed him even as she stepped away. 
"He's fine, Nick Nice trousers, ‘Arry.” 


He laughed at her, and followed the black clad pair through into the kitchen, a smartly dressed waiter stepped 
discreetly into place to welcome the last stragglers and pass out yet more wine. And he still hadn't seen 


Bruce's outfit. 


er 


More of the efficient team of waiters circulated through the cheerful crowd, passing out drinks and food as 
they went. Steve elbowed his way through - occasionally pausing to swap a few words with some guests, 
admire an outfit, share a joke - heading for the area where the laughter was thickest. And sure enough, there 


he was, in all his glory-- 
"Bruce! What are you wearing..2" 


"Or almost not wearing, as the case may be," rumbled Nicko's voice from behind the death's head mask. Steve 
snorted, still keeping his back rather carefully turned to his friend; Nicko or not, that outfit gave him the 


damn creeps. 


Bruce turned to Steve and flourished his wine glass, almost slopping a quantity of the contents over his arm. 
"Harry! Looking good there, mate. You like it? I'm one of the followers of Bacchus...” 


"You're ‘alf naked is what you are, mate." 


For Bruce was almost outfitted in a toga; this one, however, looped over one shoulder and snaked to wrap 
around his waist, leaving the majority of his chest and back bare, then the skirt barely made it to mid thigh. 
Light sandals laced to his knees, exposing the maximum amount of tanned, muscular flesh on view; he wore a 
wreath in his hair made of ivy, grapes and vine leaves, and a mask that seemed to have been crafted of silver 
gilded grape vine, twisting tendrils forming small horns above his eyes. His toga was made of some kind of silk; 
it caught the light as he moved, the border of vine leaves seeming to caress around his body independently of 


the pale, whispering fabric. From somewhere he had obtained bracelets and arm rings, again following the motif 


of ivy and vine leaves. Part of the greenwood come to life, he was, a melding of the heady Mediterranean vine 


worship and dark old English ivy, a satyr come to play in the garden 

Steve shook his head, and Bruce laughed. 

‘Oh, come on. With trousers like that you can hardly complain, can you?" 

"What," said Steve, raising his eyebrows behind his own mask, "is wrong with my bloody trousers?" 
"Not a damn thing," growled Bruce, to general laughter. 


"They're not very subtle, are they?" added Davey, once he'd got his breath back. Steve shook his head and 
hissed between his teeth, auburn curls tumbling around his shoulders. Truth be told, he'd only tried the damn 
outfit on this afternoon and had indeed said a few words of his own when he'd checked himself in the full 


length mirror in the bedroom. 


A pirate, he'd said to the woman at the shop, before giving her his measurements and leaving her to it. Well, 
he'd be having words with her, that was for sure; he'd expected a baggy sort of an outfit along the same sort 


of line as Adrian's but his was more in the.. Errol Flynn mode, one could say. 


The shirt was baggy, yes. White, somewhat frilled at neck and wrist, but that was where its similarity to what 
he'd imagined ended. The neck lay open to mid chest, dark leather laces making a very pretty contrast with the 
white silk and - by the by - showing up the chest underneath very well indeed. Around his neck was knotted a 
silk stock, the cool, smooth fabric caressing the muscle every time he turned his head, sending a shiver down 
his spine; leather vambraces laced at his wrists threw the tan of his hands into relief, peeking their gleam of 
restriction through the paleness of the lace, hinting at strength and, Steve had thought with a certain amount 
of dismay, even a naughty spark of bondage. 


Red silk cummerbund. Bit of a bugger to do up but - fine. Then the trousers. 
Oh God, the trousers. 


They were beautiful, no argument there. Satiny soft, smooth leather, that beautiful gleam that's somewhere 
between fine suede and patent shine, flexible and elegant. They fastened at the waist and down over the crotch 
with that bane of his life that he'd thought he'd left behind, laces; leather thonging that caressed and 
tightened the leather to snugly cup his balls like the hand of a lover.. 


Because wearing underpants with them wasn't going to work. If he was going to wear these - and the only 
other alternative was to paint himself blue and go naked as an Ancient Briton, which he didn't really fancy - 
then commando was the only way. It didn't help that the sword belt emphasised waist and arse, the smooth 
sweep of the scabbard nuzzling his leg, straight lines showing off the muscular curves of his thigh; he 
contemplated leaving the sword off, but if he was going to wear the blasted outfit he might as well wear the 
whole thing. Knee length boots completed the picture, simple - although decorative - spurs wrapping around 


the heels and jangling when he moved, courtesy of the chains that fixed them. 
And the mask... 


A strip of black satin, straight out of a silent movie, shaped over the brow and nose to prevent it slipping and 
knotting at the back, long streamers of the shimmering fabric flowing down to mix with his curls. Yes, he'd 


admit it if pushed, he looked good but-- 
"So who are you, then?" grinned Bruce, "Captain Tightpants?" 
"Shut up, Bruce. It's not my fault, | swear...” 


To general laughter Steve pushed Bruce on the shoulder and moved on to circulate and chat, check that 
everyone was happy and, in general, relax and enjoy the company before the tour took over everybody's lives 
for the next God-alone-knew how many months. It had become traditional for one of them to throw a shindig 
like this before each tour; the last few had been themed to the album, and he grinned to see so many of the 
guests outfitted in full Venetian regalia, taking this particular theme to heart. 


Of course, he'd have been happier if Bruce hadn't taken the opportunity to pinch his bum every time he went 
past him, or if his daughter had chosen to wear rather more but.. 


You couldn't have everything. 


It was several hours later - the party in full swing and inhibitions beginning to lower somewhat with alcohol - 
when Steve spotted a familiar figure flitting amongst the quests, laughing with the ladies and directing the odd 
smouldering glance at anyone who so much as fluttered an eyelash at him. His costume, as several people had 
commented already, was rather fine; the best there, in fact. 


Only Steve and the five other members of the band knew that it was not, in point of a fact, a costume; he 
had made a concession to the event, and tied a strip of leather across his eyes, amber eyes glittering wickedly 
through the eyeholes and making quite a few pulses beat rather harder when that hungry gaze slid lewdly 
across them. Plenty of ornate fans fluttered in his wake, and he was being eyed with hunger by at least half 


the crowd. 

Steve tried to make his way across the garden to him, always being a little too late; by the time he bumped 
into Nicko - yelping when the death's head turned to look down at him - he was beginning to fume. Looks like 
the uninvited guest hadn't come alone; all of a sudden there were scantily clad, nubile young things all over the 
place, and Steve was trying hard not to panic. 


Nicko grinned, the tone of his voice giving it away. 


"What ho, Harry! Looking for Pan then, are you?" 


"What the hell is he doing here?!" 

"Partyin', Harry." 

"Funny, Nicko." 

‘Oh, relax, ‘Arry. He ain't gonna hurt anyone, is 'e?" 

"| don't know that, do |?" 

"You do, Prophet. If you listen to your heart, that is." 


The dark brown voice, shaded with lust and as familiar as all hell, from behind his shoulder made him yelp and 


jump back again. Sure enough, when he turned, there was Pan in all his glory. 

"What the hell are you doing here?" 

Pan exchanged a look with Nicko, and both voices were as deadpan as the answer. 

"Partying," they both replied in unison 

"Not funny," Steve snapped at them. 

"Pan!" cried a voice, and Steve groaned and buried his face in his hands. 

"Oh God, Bruce..." 

The forest God grinned and swept the scantily clad man up in his arms, the hug little more than an excuse to 
grope under the toga. Bruce yelped, slapped Pan's arm; the pair of them wrestled and horsed around, making 
enough noise that Adrian, Davey and Janick wandered over to see what was going on. They too piled in, once 
they realised who their splendid visitor was, and Steve was left to fume on the outskirts of the boisterous 
reunion. 


"Oh, lighten up, Harry," grinned Bruce, mask askew. "Nothing bad is going to happen. Right, Pan?" 


"Indeed," rumbled the deep voice, sharp white teeth flashing in the dark face. "The moon is right, the 


atmosphere is just so - is it not a fine night to celebrate being alive?" 
The others saluted with their glasses, and someone's wife chose that moment to hurry past with her skirts 
held up - shrieking with laughter as she was chased across the garden by a randy satyr. Steve rounded on 


Pan, face almost purple with fury under the mask. 


"Have you put something in the punch?" 


"Who, me? Would | do such a thing, Prophet?" Pan looked innocent, then dropped Steve a wink. "| don't need to. 
It's the magic of the evening...” 


"Crap!" 
"Relax, Harry.” 
"And what's going to happen when everyone remembers--" 


Pan shook his horns. "All will remember a wonderful party; the details, however, will be hazy. None shall take 
harm from this night, Prophet. You have my word" 


Steve opened his mouth, closed it again, it appeared that the God had covered all the options. He stared out 
across the party in silence for a moment, and watched the various shapes and forms of Pan's children 
beguiling the revellers. Men and women alike were flirting and dancing, enjoying themselves with increasingly wild 
abandon. He cocked an eyebrow at Pan, and couldn't quite smother the wry smile that quirked his lips. 


"This isn't going to Turn into an orgy, is it?" 


One large hand hovered, then waved from side to side in a maybe-yes, maybe-no motion. "It is up to the 
individual, Prophet. But none shall perform any act that is entirely alien to their nature." 


"Knowing this lot, that isn't exactly a comfort,” grinned Davey, whose face fell a moment later. "Bloody hell! My 


missus is out there somewhere--" 


Pan patted him on the back. "And should she not also be allowed to enjoy the freedoms of the night and the 
company?" he said, waving in a coterie of dryads. Green skinned and lovely, the girls began to twine themselves 
around the three guitarists; a laugh that tinkled like a stream announced the arrival of silver-clad naiads to 
beguile the looming form of the black draped drummer. He glanced over his shoulder, then shrugged; Jennifer 
had just rushed past in hot pursuit of a brace of fauns, and he appeared to be resigned to the onset of 
debauchery. 


Pan watched them all disperse, and smiled; his pleasure at the evening's events was becoming more obvious by 
the moment, and when he took Bruce's hand and bowed over it Steve had to sigh and shake his head. Looked 
like there was nothing he could do - so he might as well just relax and enjoy himself, right? 

"I have somewhere prepared for us," Pan rumbled, gaze hot with lust as he looked up into Bruce's eyes. 


"Glad to hear it," he replied with a leer, and the pair turned to go. 


"Hey," interrupted Steve, shaken back to reality for a moment, "what about me?" 


Pan looked back over his shoulder, the tan face splitting into a wide grin. "Mingle, Prophet. Relax. Enjoy. And who 


knows what you will discover on such an enchanted evening?" 
And with that the pair vanished, leaving Steve alone in the secluded corner of his garden 


~ Ke 


Bruce knew that Pan was a God, albeit one that most of his world had forgotten about. He knew that the 
strange, half-human creature by his side could do things that could only be described as magic; he was aware 


that the rules of his world didn't apply to the powerful, glorious being by his side. 
But the grotto that Pan led him to still took his breath away. 


It wasn't in the garden, that was for sure. Trees like this never grew in Essex, not that Bruce had ever seen, 
anyway. He'd never seen branches hung with such flowers, their petals heavy and lush, their scent beguiling 
his senses while flickers of luminescence sparkled along the pollen-weighted stamens at their centres. The 


leaves rustled in welcome, and Pan inclined his head to the greeting of the trees. 
"Faery has missed you, Bruce," rumbled the God, and he had to chuckle. This was..overwhelming. 


Trees and rocks cupped a patch of smooth, grassy sward, scattered with silken pillows in a range of hues and 
colours that shimmered in the uncertain glisten of the flower's light. Fairies - not fighting, stealing, screwing or 
torturing anything, for a change - buzzed through the foliage, adding their own pale glow to the air's silvered 


lambency. 
"Holy shit," Bruce murmured, and Pan threw back his magnificently horned head and roared with laughter. The 
fairies scattered with a series of almost ultrasonic squeaks, only peeping out from behind leaves and flowers 


once the rich sound had trembled away to nothing. 


"Aye, Bruce! Many are the creatures that have laboured to make this place ready for you - and your outfit 
is perfect," he added with a leer, backing Bruce into the centre of the pillow-scattered grass. 


"Well, had | known--" 

"Which you couldn't," replied Pan absently, tugging at a fold of cloth over Bruce's shoulder. 

"--| would have made it even more easy-access--" 

"Than this?" asked the God, giving the garment a single swift pull and watching it unravel to lie in a quiescent 
trail on the floor, leaving Bruce naked but for his sandals, mask and arm rings. Bruce thought that his 


expression was possibly a little more smug than it should have been, but all things considered he couldn't 


complain. Especially not when Pan bore him back down to the grass with a kiss, those huge hands caressing 


him with a skill that had him making small noises of desire deep in his chest in seconds flat. 
"God, Pan, easy! We've got all night." 


"True," murmured his companion, bending his head to nibble along Bruce's stomach, tugging at the hair he 
found there with his teeth, his essentially capricious nature in a playful mood for once. "But waiting would be 
foolish, would it not? We have the night, we have each other, and the very land itself sings for us. Can you 


not hear it?" 


And when Bruce focused he realised that he could; it was a sort of melodic hum, more felt than heard. Now 
that he knew it was there he could feel it along his bones, caressing each nerve ending in his body, crooning a 
seductive song throughout his entire form to complement the assault on his other senses by the richness of 


the surroundings. 
He gave in, flopped back into a pile of pillows and grinned up at the impish expression of his seducer. 
"Have at ye," he said, and Pan was only too happy to comply. 


~ Ke 


Steve wandered through his own garden and felt rather lost. He wasn't sure if Pan had done anything radical to 
the structure of space and time in the area, but he was sure he kept finding places that hadn't been there 
before. For instance, he was damn sure the snowy little grotto he came across - complete with thick fir trees 
and a giggling couple wrapped securely in a bundle of what looked like polar bear skins - hadn't been there 


before the sun went down. 


Bemused, he wandered on. He caught occasional glimpses of the revelry around him, but on the whole it was 
muted noises that reached his ears, laughter and music and cries of passion swirling in the sweet summer air. 
More than just Pan's children had emerged from the depths of the night, it seemed; he paused to lean on an 
oak tree and it shifted under his shoulders, the craggy face of the tree-creature splitting into a smile that 
could have been a trick of the light had the entity not bowed stiffly to him, proving that it knew he was there 


and understood who he was. 


He hurried on, shaking his head at the impossibilities that cavorted with his guests in the changed, wondrous 


garden. 


Even the usually shy centaurs had appeared from the shadowy woods that surrounded his property, although 
he dreaded to think what they were actually going to do with the women that they were escorting with equine 
grace along the rows of sweet-scented roses. He figured that he had to trust that Pan's assurances that 


nobody was going to be hurt were true - and beyond that, he decided, he didn't want to know. 


Eventually he found his way to an area that, he thought, was somewhere near the back of his property, near 


to the woods; with all the changes made by Pan and the other Fae it was hard to tell, though. He'd thought 
that there was a small pond there, containing nothing but a few fat goldfish; this, though, looked more like a 
lake, with a small stream chuckling its way in on the far side. And there in the light of the lanterns and the 


fat, yellow summer moon was a woman.. 
„naked, and sliding into the water with every appearance of enjoyment. 


He stood and just stared at her, a slow smile making its way across his face; she wasn't human, he could feel 
that much. She was giving off the sort of vibe that only the most powerful of the Fae ever did, and it didn't 
occur to him until she looked up and spotted him that eyeing up a naked Goddess might not be the wisest 


move he'd ever made. 
But by then, of course, it was far, far too late. 


~ Ke 


The celebration that spread through the summer garden was far wilder and older than any this part of 
England had ever seen before. Creatures half-dreamed seduced humans far too sensible to believe in such 
things, intoxicating the senses with their fantastic forms and impossible existence. Dreams and fantasies flirted 
and danced, and two worlds mingled and rubbed with sensual glee; none were immune to the magic of 


midsummer, and the heavy, exotic spell of the transforming night. 


~ Ke 


She stormed out of the water, anger all a-quiver in every long, muscular line of her body; he stood his 
ground, knowing from past experience that to show fear or anxiety before the more powerful entities was to 


invite trouble. Even more trouble, he amended mentally as she drew to a halt in front of him. 


"And who are you, mortal, to spy on me so?" she snapped, grey eyes dark with fury. He didn't even have time 
to answer before the fury faded to grim amusement, and she cocked her head at him; the expression she 
wore now was frightening enough to make his balls want to crawl up and hide inside his body. She looked him 
up and down, and the heat of her gaze left him feeling torn between wanting to take her right there on the 


cool shores of the lake, or run away and hide. 


"Fine of form," she murmured with a laugh, and extended one slender hand to run long fingers along the laces 


that cupped his crotch. "So perhaps you may be worthy, after all.. shall we find out, mortal?" 


A click of those elegant fingers and she was clothed once more, her loose fall of night black hair braided back 
against her head; more worrying than the sudden briskness of her attire were the weapons that now hung by 
her side, a lethal looking bow and quiver of long, silver-fletched arrows. A growl from the trees behind her 
indicated the presence of further creatures, and Steve spied the slender form of what appeared to be 


greyhounds waiting for their mistress. 
"Ohoh shit," he murmured under his breath. Because the hounds, the silver toga, the hair and the bow? 


He'd just been watching the Goddess of the hunt, Diana herself, taking her nightly dip under the rays of her 


sister moon - and the penalty for such as he to be privy to the sight was severe. 
Death, usually. 


But then, the Fae were nothing if not capricious, and he could only hope that the frank lust that now shadowed 
the grey eyes would be the saving of him. 


"A head start, | feel," she murmured, and narrowed her eyes. "It seems only fair, does it not, mortal? Ten 


beats of that great heart should be enough." 


She snapped her fingers once more, and Steve fell to the soft ground as though he'd been struck. Agony tore 
through his insides, and he writhed in the grass and whined deep in his throat while he tried to avoid blacking 
out; he had no idea what was happening to him, but he was absolutely certain that if he allowed the pain to 


overwhelm him then he would, in all probability, never regain consciousness. 

The pain ebbed away, and he rolled to his chest with a snort. Carefully placing his hooves amongst the clumps 
of tussocky undergrowth he hoisted himself to his feet, and shook out his coat; Diana admired him for a 
moment, then smiled. 

"Handsome indeed,” she said, and he wondered what the hell she was talking about. A touch to his strong, 
arched neck led him to the edge of the water, and she indicated that he should look at his own reflection; 
grumbling a little he did so, honestly expecting to see nothing more than a dirty, dishevelled tangle staring back 


at him from the moon-silvered glass of the lake. 


The sight that met his eyes had him snorting in fear, taking one leap backwards and tossing his magnificent 


rack of antlers in near panic. 

No more Steve Harris, not even the Prophet of the Fae - but a bloody great deer. 

A stag. 

Quarry. 

Oh, shit 

Diana laughed and clapped her hands, eyeing his gleaming white coat with predatory admiration. 


"Your heartbeats begin as soon as you move," she said, and the smile she directed at him was nothing short 


of evil. 


Nothing for it, then - and four legs or two, he was damned if he was going to let a bloody mad Fae get the 
better of him. He hadn't been through a lifetime of pain to end up as venison on anybody's plate, Goddess or 
no. 


He narrowed his great dark eyes, scraped the soft turf with one cloven forehoof, and flung back his head to 
bellow a challenge to the hounds and their lethal mistress; she laughed for delight, and the great silver stag 
bounded away with a contemptuous flick of his heels. This was his territory, and to hell with the pursuit. 


Ten heartbeats later, the hounds streaked after him. 


~ Ke 


Nicko's robes hung from one of the apple trees above the discarded mask, and the roars of his laughter 
mingled in a most melodic fashion with the tinkle of the naiad's amusement. They remembered him from his 
brief sojourn in Faery, and were filled with tales of their homeland; their cool fingers whispered across his 
body, nimble forms rolling against him and each other like a stream through the woods. Words became sounds, 
passion poured through the lamplit orchard and swept the delirious forms of all who celebrated there before 


it. 


~ Ke 


He found that this form was designed to run, and the sheer pleasure of the stretch and flex of this body, 
these muscles, occupied most of his attention for the first part of the hunt. His senses were heightened, large 
ears flicking to funnel every whisper of sound to him, the night-adapted eyes showing him pathways he would 
never have attempted in the smaller, human form. His heart thundered in his chest, great lungs filled and 
emptied, and he bounded smoothly through the woods and fields that bordered his property like a great bird in 
flight. 


Reaching a little rise he slowed his gallop, and turned to see if he could spy the pursuit; they were closer than 
he'd thought, four fine greyhounds at full stretch on his trail, their mistress as swift as they. She paused long 
enough to nock an arrow, but he had turned and powered away before she could even draw back the string; he 
knew the area, he was strong and the night belonged to him. 


Goddess or not, she was going to have to do better than that to catch him. 


~ Ke 


Dreams fulfilled, fantasies come to life and walking amongst the flowerbeds as though they had always been 


there. Some just made their way to the comfort of pre-prepared bowers and watched, others played and sang 
within joyful circles of celebration, and still more found their darkest desires could be enjoyed in this lifetime, 
in this place, on this night. 


Adrian and Dave's wives found themselves being waited on by a positive harem of beautiful young male 
creatures, the fur on their haunches was smooth as silk, the heat in their almond eyes unmistakable. Long hair 
stroked bare skin with its cool, sensual caress while they were worshipped with gentle touches, a moment of 
hesitation soothed by Jennifer's words as she strolled past on the arm of a handsome elf knight. 


"| don't know what was in the bloody punch," she said with a grin, her free hand exploring the tight haunches 


of her companion, "but this is one trip I'm going to enjoy. Relax, guys." 
They did. 


~ Ke 


He cleared the hedge in one leap, crossed the asphalt in two great strides - and almost plaited his legs when a 
squeal of brakes and blinding dazzle of headlights warned him that the Goddess and her hounds weren't the 
only dangers out here in the warm summer night. The car had slewed to a halt, and the massive stag and the 
driver stared at each other for a moment, the animal's flanks heaving and eyes wide with fright - as were 
those of the man in the vehicle. 


A baying behind him, and with a snort the stag bounded away, the driver got out of his vehicle, and was 
almost bowled over by the four hounds that raced past him on swift paws, their gazes focused on the fleeing 
form of the huge animal. He thought for a moment that he saw a woman, but that couldn't be the case - 


people didn't run like greyhounds, and why would someone be dressed like that anyway..? 


Cursing poachers and hunters of all types, the frightened man climbed back in his car and settled down for a 
good long shake. 


~ Ke 


Adrian found himself battling a laughing creature in a mask for the favour of a fair maiden; all sound and 
fury, the battle was, and when the contest was won (his opponent sinking to the turf with a theatrical groan, 


fluttered over by many a green skinned beauty), his reward was long, and sweet. 


~ Ke 


He was back on his own property, racing through the gardens in an effort to confuse the hounds with the 


rush of scents and sights that were almost overwhelming in this form. A familiar voice caught his attention, 


and he changed course; Pan bellowed in anger when he burst through the hedge, clearing the recumbent couple 
with an arrogant leap, a snort and a toss of those magnificent antlers. The shouting got even louder when he 
heard the hounds also charge through Pan's carefully laid seduction scene, and had he been able to grin he 


would have done so. 


People scattered before him, nobody realising that the enormous, snorting beast was, in fact, their host; 
screams and shouts chased him through the changed gardens, and he was becoming confident that he could 


defeat the pursuers when he came across an area he'd never seen before. 


Cloven hooves tore the turf when he skidded to a halt, and he shook the sweat from the heavy fur of his 


neck in frustration. This wasn't fair, dammit! 
He cocked an ear back - the hounds were coming, and he was left with a most uncomfortable dilemma. 


Come to bay here, against the unfamiliar wall of thick yew hedge that he'd never seen before, too high to 
jump, too dense to push through - or dive through the louring arch of deep green needles, enter the maze and 
hope to give his pursuers the slip somewhere inside. He pawed the earth in frustration, flared his nostrils in an 


anguished snort. If he was trapped out here-- 


The arrow that plunged into the turf by his front hooves made up his mind for him, and he galloped through 


the archway and into the maze. 


~ Ke 


Magic swirled through the living air, and Davey commanded it to dance for him. He conjured dragons to delight 
the gathering, the fearsome lizards bowing their heads to him as master, the heat in their eyes muted by the 
control he held over them. His audience - made up of human and Fae, all dazzled by the performance - 
applauded his efforts, and he let the power roll through his veins until he felt as though his very blood were 
fizzing with it. 


He swept the pointed hat from his head and bowed to conclude the spectacle, and found himself surrounded by 
- and he laughed for the comparison - fans, all anxious for a word, a touch, a moment of his time. And when 
he allowed himself to be dragged to a quiet, shaded corner by three beautiful dryads he felt no guilt or shame 
at the private way they thanked him for his public presentation 
After all, what was a night like this for but enjoyment and sheer, sensual delight? 

~ Kew 


He had to slow his run to an elastic, long legged bounce in order to negotiate the tight twists and turns of the 
maze. Lanterns were hung amidst the thick green boughs, and fairies fluttered around them like moths; he 


could hear their voices clearly in this form, and had to snort with amusement at their evil delight in pushing 
each other into the cold flame of the lights. Too many contacts and they fell to the ground, wings useless - 
only to be pounced upon and severely beaten by their peers. 


Fairies. He shook his antlers, careful not to tangle them in the hedge or the occasional spray of overarching 


ivy; being hunted was one thing, but to become trapped and lose by default? Unthinkable! 


The natural competitiveness of his stubborn nature warred with the fear of the hunted; no game was worth 
playing unless the stakes were high enough, and the delicious shudder of fear along his changed flanks told him 
that the stakes they played for here were of the very highest. 


His nostrils twitched; she was getting closer, his enhanced senses of smell and hearing compromised by the 
thick foliage around him. She'd driven him into a trap, damn her - one that he'd walked into with both eyes 
open. Well, if she thought he was just going to give in she had another think coming, and the stag narrowed his 


eyes as he began to plan his escape. 


~ Ke 


"Your speech is..fascinating." 

"Aye pet - I'm a Geordie. We all sound like this." 

"Is that some other species of human?" 

"Some might say so," he said with a wink, and she laughed. 


Janick grinned. He'd lost sight of his missus some time before, although he had his supicions about what she 
was up to; the glimpses he'd had of the riotous assembly amongst the bushes left him in little doubt as to 
the power of the magic flowing through the garden. 


Still, Pan had said nobody was going to get hurt, so what the hell - go with the flow, right? And there were 
certainly many opportunities for enjoyment to be had here, what with the moon and the lanterns and the 
night-- 


He hadn't realised that there were such things as lady centaurs, although he supposed that there must be - 


where would little centaurs come from, otherwise? 


This one was a most elegant creature, a fine boned and beautiful bay filly, she had laughed at his jokes, been 

beguiled by his tales of the road (not even being offended by some of the more outrageous ones) and couldn't 
seem to stop staring into his eyes, a gentle smile gracing those perfect lips. Naked from the waist up, just as 
the male centaurs were, she kept pressing her pert, firm breasts against his arm when she spoke to him; the 


bells on his codpiece jingled as he began to wonder just how far she would be willing to go with a human, and if 


he'd need to stand on a box. 


~ Ke 


Diana was approaching the centre of the maze when she heard the unmistakable thunder of hooves, and looked 
up just in time to spot the huge white stag racing down the avenue of twisted yew trees straight toward her 
and the hounds. Head down, antlers levelled like sabres she caught a glimpse of dark eyes filled with calculation, 
and realised that he wasn't going to stop. The hounds showed more sense than was usual for their breed, and 
scattered, she nocked an arrow but didn't have time to draw a bead on the beast before he had swept past, 
raising his head and bellowing with victory as he trotted around the corner. 


She called the hounds to her side once more, sealed the maze, and set off after her quarry again. 


~ Ke 


He faced the solid wall of ancient yews, and snorted in frustration. 
She was cheating. 


Steve swore inside his mind, and began to backtrack. Looked like he had no choice but to follow the winding 
pathways until they led him to exactly where she wanted him to be - right in the very centre of the maze. 


Picking up the pace he trotted on, white coat gleaming in the moonlight, fairies and goblins whispering to each 
other as he passed. Perhaps the hunt would soon be at an end... 


~ Ke 


When he reached the centre of the maze he turned, eyeing the artful elegance of the trap with some chagrin. 
She had planned it well, and he had been forced to obey her will; even so, he intended to go down fighting, and 
in order to achieve that aim he positioned himself in the very centre of the circle, tall and proud on the 
gleaming marble plinth that nestled in the smooth grass. There was nowhere to hide, so why bother? Let her 
come; he'd tear her dogs to shreds with the arching rack of sharp-pointed antlers atop his head, and then 
she'd find out why it was so unwise to fuck with the Prophet. 


The low growl from each of the four arching entryways told him that she had come, and he stood stock still 
while she admired him in the moonlight. He curved his neck and snorted, coat glossy over the muscles that 


rippled with contained power along his flanks and haunches, the long neck a proud arc that supported the 


nobility of his head, black eyes flashing defiance at the Goddess. 


"You performed well, mortal," she purred, walking to his side and running one hand along his flank. His skin 


shivered under her touch; he should leap away, tear her to pieces and make his escape - but he found that 
he couldn't move so much as a single muscle. He rolled his eyes in a panic - he was at her mercy, and the 


mercy of a Fae Goddess could be anything but. 
"Beautiful," she sighed, and pulled a long, silver knife from her belt, "but ultimately.. expendable." 


The knife snapped down, and Steve screamed as the agony of transformation flared through his body once 


more. 


~ Ke 


When he awoke he was still lying in the centre of the marble circle, but now he was back in the form he'd 
been wearing at the beginning of the evening; human, with that ridiculous costume firmly intact. He covered his 


eyes with a sigh; he was alive, and with a little luck would be staying that way. 
A chuckle from nearby made his heart sink 


He fought his way to a sitting position, and glared at the Goddess where she reclined on a nearby marble 
bench. She smiled impishly at him, and he felt his temper flare up in his chest. Nobody treated him like this, 


and he didn't care who they were-- 


"Don't you know who | am?" he snapped, tearing the mask from his face and striding toward her, boot heels 
ringing on the soft gleam of the fine marble under his feet. "lm the bloody Prophet, and you will not treat me 
like this!" 


He reached her, teeth bared and eyes snapping black fire with fury, but all she did was reach up and touch his 
cheek with a surprisingly soft hand. He flinched, then had to snort with grim amusement when she showed him 
- mind to mind, as clear and pure a communication as he'd ever felt - just how excited she had become by 
the chase, and how turned on she had been by the magnificent, wild maleness of the animal she had pursued 
so diligently across the countryside. 


"And here | thought Bruce was the pervert," he muttered under his breath, just before she pulled him down 


to cover his mouth with hot, passionate kisses. 


~ Ke 


"What the hell was that?" said Bruce, wide eyed from where he'd fallen amongst the tumbled pile of pillows. 
Pan stalked back from the edge of the marvellous clearing, swearing under his breath in a grumble of 
languages that Bruce couldn't quite make out. He flung himself down, amber eyes snapping with anger, and 
glared at Bruce as though it was all his fault. He reared back, startled, prepared to bolt if the God looked like 


he was going to lose his temper. 


Pan gave a snort. "Do not be afraid, little man--" 
"Less of the little," muttered Bruce. 
"--it is just Diana enjoying her..preogatives." 
Bruce sat up, crossed his legs, and scratched his head. 
"Wait. Diana the Goddess? The virgin huntress?" 
Pan looked smug, the anger fading from his eyes. "Less virgin now, | suspect," he said with a grin. "She has 
been fascinated with the Prophet for some time now - this was the first opportunity she has had to course 
one that might, conceivably, best her in a fair contest 
Bruce worked his way through the sentence, and emerged at the other end with something of a shock. 
"You're kidding." 
The smug grin got wider. 
"That... thing.. was Steve?" 
Pan laughed, and pulled Bruce to lie along his body. "I suspect that the Prophet and the Huntress are.. 
discussing her seduction methods right about now," he said, and Bruce's laugh was swallowed into another 
marvellous kiss, the large hands of the forest God making him forget the stag, the hounds - in fact, 
everything except the sensual delight of Pan's enthusiastic lovemaking. 

~~ 
The Goddess pulled the pristine white shirt over Steve's head, and began to nibble her way across his 
collarbones. 
"Wait. wait..so what was that all about, then?" 
Diana ignored him, warm tongue exploring his chest in little kitten laps. His breath caught in his throat, her 
attention to the peaks of his nipples sending shock waves all the way down to the leather that held his - now 
bulging - crotch. He was never going to get answers like this, so he took a deep breath and stepped away. 


The Goddess glared at him, grey eyes filled with the flash of anger. 


"What was what all about?" she said through gritted teeth, and Steve couldn't help the smile that tugged at 


his lips. She was so fierce in her frustration - but at the same time, he got the distinct impression that she 
was about to pout and stamp her feet. 


IT was.. sweet, in a way. Cute. 


“Turning me into a stag and setting your dogs on me. Nearly getting me bloody run over. Shutting me in this 
place. That sort of stuff" 


Her brow cleared and she laughed at him, perfect white teeth snapping closed on the sound when she began to 
speak. "| have heard of your desire to know, Prophet. If your desire is so insistent that you will deny me until 


it is satisfied, then | shall tell you." 


She rose from the bench and advanced on him, her gaze locked to his, stalking on the balls of her feet with 
one hand toying with the long-handled knife at her belt. Steve swallowed hard and heard his throat click; 


perhaps - desire or not - he'd pushed her too far. 


"You and you companions are legend in our world, Prophet - and am | so different from your women that | 
wished to see the legend for myself? And being what | am, does it come as a surprise to you that | wished to 
test your spirit, your stubbornness, your great heart? Test your steel and your mettle?" 


"Well, no--" 

His heels hit the edge of the smooth paved circle, and he stumbled and fell. But instead of cracking his head on 
cold marble he felt the caress of fur and silk, and in his panicked glance around him realised that the Goddess 
had summoned a rich, decadent bed to spread across the centre of the clearing. He looked back, and she 
pounced; knocked flat he could only look up at her in astonishment as she knelt across his thighs, fingers busy 
with the laces of his jeans while she talked 

"And did the hunt not stimulate you? Did it not inflame your desire?" 


Now she reached in, and the cool fingers that closed around his shaft had him arching his back with a groan, 
hips rolling up into her firm grasp. 


"The contest was necessary, Prophet. And are your quests not enjoying their wildest dreams, too?" 

"Waits" he gasped, “this was all-~" 

"My idea," she replied with a smug grin that reminded him, somehow, of Pan 

Naked, he really couldn't think of anything else to say when she slithered up his body, plunging her hands into 


his hair even as she wriggled her hips over him and sank down, his groan swallowed in her throat as easily as 


his cock slipped into her tight, wet centre. 


The last thing he thought before the sensation carried him away was / wonder how Bruce is getting on.. 


~ Ke 


Morning found him alone, curled up in the middle of the lawn with a rich silken sheet wrapped around him. 
Damp with the dew he sat up, rubbed his eyes and cursed his aching muscles; he remembered screwing the 
Goddess in several different positions, she using her magic to draw a response from him even when he'd 


protested that he was done, no more, that exhaustion had-- 

‘Morning Steve," croaked a familiar voice, followed by a light, feminine chuckle that overlaid the muffled sound 
of hooves. He looked up, only to spy the decidedly bizarre sight of a half-naked Janick lounging astride the back 
of a pretty female centaur. She helped him down, bowed to Steve, and allowed Janick to draw her into a long, 


passionate kiss. 


"See you sometime, love," he growled, and she snorted before trotting off into the early morning haze that 


lingered between the bushes. The sound of her hoofbeats faded, and she was gone. 
"You didn't," said Steve. 


Janick grinned, picked up Steve's leather trousers from where they lay discarded under a rhododendron bush, 


and threw them at his friend. 


"Who, me?" he said, then cocked his head, eyes narrow. "Anyway, how come you're all crashed out in the 


middle of the bloody grass, naked except for that sheet? Which is fading, by the way." 


He yanked the trousers on with a curse, and searched his surroundings for any sign of the maze, the Goddess, 


any hint at all-- 


Nothing. Well, he supposed he shouldn't be surprised. The Fae had always come and gone as they pleased; but 
speaking of the Fae... 


"Have you seen Bruce this morning, Jan?" 

"Nope. But | tell you something, I'd kill for a cup of coffee." 

Steve nodded, and the two men set out for the house in thoughtful silence. 
oie 


They passed much debris that hinted at the debauchery of the night before; nothing overtly mystical, of 


course, but Janick had to chuckle when he found a pair of women's panties hanging from the lower branch of 


a tree. Streamers, plastic glasses, plates; everything you would expect after a shindig of this size. But every 
now and then they would spy something that didn't quite fit, some reminder of the bizarre nature of the 


previous evening. 


A small party of gnomes under the command of one in a shiny silver jacket scurried and collected rubbish, 
shoveling it into different black bin bags according to the type of trash; fairies dismantled the strings of lights, 


packing them into cardboard boxes with more care than Steve would have thought them capable of. 
Movement in the corner of his eye, and he spied a party of some kind of goblin gardeners doing - something - 
restorative to the grass that had been damaged so during the dancing, expressions of disgust revealing their 
feelings for humanity as they worked. Or maybe other revelries were to blame for the chewed and scourged 


turf, but Steve really didn't want to think about that right now - not when his nose had just picked up the 
tempting scent of coffee that drifted to greet the weary revellers. 


It was coming from his kitchen, and when he made his way in he got quite a shock 

Pan leaned against the kitchen cupboards, bantering easily with the men seated around his very sensible, 
ordinary pine table. From where he stood, Steve could just see a gaggle of wives in the conservatory, secure 
with their own pot of coffee and plates of breakfast - and conspiratorial expressions that hinted to him that 
they, too had experienced a rather magical evening. Perhaps they hadn't seen the forest God in the kitchen? 


And what on earth did they think of the goblin, currently bustling around refilling everyone's mug of coffee? 


An especially well trained monkey, perhaps? 
Albeit a very ugly one. 
"Good morning, Prophet," rumbled Pan, and pushed a full mug into his hand. 


The rest of them greeted him heartily, and before he could really think about it he was shoved into a chair 


and Bruce's goblin was hopping around the stove, preparing two more breakfasts. 
But if he'd thought the worst of the morning's shocks were past, he was wrong. 


"Morning Steve," trilled Jennifer, bestowing a quick kiss on top of Nicko's head before crossing the kitchen and 
casually blowing his mind. 


"Morning Pan," she said, and stood on tiptoe to kiss him on the cheek. 
He stared Not so much at the fact that Pan had turned his cheek quick enough to catch Jennifer full on the 
lips, or that he'd slipped one large hand around her waist and copped a good feel of her backside - no, it was 


the fact that she hadn't so much turned a hair at the presence of the God. 


What the fuck-- 


After giving Pan a firm slap on the arm, she turned and laughed at Steve's stunned expression 

"Just how naive do you think we are, Steve?" she asked, and her eyes hardened a little. "Do you really think we 
know nothing of you, your past? We probably spent as much time with Lorelei as you did.. so don't look so 
bloody surprised." 

The she yelped, and jumped forward. 

"Pan! Enough!" 

He widened his eyes innocently. "My lady!" 

"Whose lady?" said Nicko, sounding wounded. 


"Friends share," said Pan, and winked. 


Steve accepted the plate passed to him by the concerned looking goblin, and decided that he really ought to pay 


more attention to what went on around him. 
That, or throw more parties. 
~ Ko 
Some weeks later Steve was leaning on a balcony railing, staring out over yet another nameless city and trying 
to remember where exactly the hell they were today. 


"All right ‘Arry," said Bruce, his tread soft as he joined him. He pushed a fresh beer into his hand, and the pair 
of them watched the twinkle of lights in silence for a while. 


"Do you know," said Steve thoughtfully, "that nobody except us six remember exactly what happened that 
right?" 


Bruce wondered what the hell his friend was talking about for a moment, then remembered the party. He 


grinned into the darkness. 
"Well no. But Pan was right, wasn't he? Nobody got hurt. And everyone seemed to have a good time." 


"True. But | swear I've had what must be over a hundred people phone to tell me what a great party it was, 


and | didn't invite half that many. | think." 


Bruce's laugh was soft. "Figures. But what brings it to mind now?" 


Steve handed him a small, oval painting, a miniature. Bruce turned to examine it in the light from the hotel 
room, behind them; it was exquisitely executed, and showed a young woman - although she had the wise eyes 
and somewhat haughty expression of a Fae, and thus was probably older than she looked - seated on some 
sort of throne, hounds relaxed by her feet and a bow held negligently in one hand. 

"Diana," he said, and Steve nodded. 

The woman was also, without any doubt at all, heavily pregnant. 

"| dreamed about Pan last night," said Steve, “and when | woke up, that was under my pillow." 

"Oh," said Bruce. "Oh... shit." 

The two men drank their beer in silence for a while, Steve sliding the small painting back into his pocket. 

"So.. what now?" asked Bruce. 

Steve shrugged, and stared out over the city. 

"Fuck knows," he said with a sigh, and went back inside; Bruce stayed for a while, and frowned at the horizon. 
He could only wonder what the ramifications of this would be - but he had no way of knowing what they would 
be. Not really. None of them did. 

Hoping like hell that it wouldn't come back to bite them in the arse, he nudged his goblin with the toe of his 
boot. It looked up at him from where it had been leaning out over the edge, trying to spit on passing 


pedestrians far below. 


"Come on," he said, and the pair of them followed Steve back inside, leaving nothing behind but an unanswered 


question, and the aroma of goblin farts. 
~Fin~ 


wen 


